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HARD TIMES
WITH THE SEMI-NAKED CHEF, OLIVER JAMIE


BY JANE CAFARELLA

Inspired by the novel Hard Times by CHARLES DICKENS and adapted from the cooking videos of Jamie Oliver and Nigella Lawson. 
http://www.jamieoliver.com/recipes/vegetables-recipes/bad-ass-cheesy-corn-on-the-cob 
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CHARACTERS

Celebrity Chef Oliver Jamie 	 - late 30s, boyish, charming and cheeky with an East-Ender accent.

Celebrity Chef Nigella Awesome 		– late 30s, sexy, seductive, with an upper-class British accent.

Camera man/woman    (optional)          - film it as you go,  with your audience as participants.

SETTING

A television studio with a demonstration kitchen, featuring a table with no cloth.  An Esky (insulated box to keep food cool) is on one side of the table and a basket on the other. 

PROPS

This is a cooking-show skit, based on a real JO episode, which may be done realistically, or with fake food. Be creative. The more absurd, the better.

An Esky (ice cooler) containing: 

1. A whole raw chicken. And some raw chicken breasts.
2. A bottle of mayonnaise with a squirt nozzle
3. A packet of shredded cheese 
4. A packet of pre-prepared salad greens
5. Two large melons
6. Popsicles
7. A can of whipped cream
8. A clear plastic bowl containing melon balls
9. A clear plastic bowl for the salad

On the table:
1. A book with Saving with Ollie on the cover
2. A knife block with kitchen knives
3. A cutting board
4. A serving platter
5. Three corn cobs with charred husks
6. Some limes
7. A bottle of olive oil
8. Mortar and pestle
9. Salt shaker
10. Dried tarragon

ACCENTS
Oliver Jamie’s accent is written phonetically. This is not the modern style re dialects in plays, but in this case, I felt it was necessary.
(Optional)A short excerpt of the following song plays:

HARD TIMES COME AGAIN NO MORE

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AQgmB6xstEQ

By Stephen Foster

May be recorded or conducted as sing-a-long (appropriate rights must be sought by the licensing authority in your country).

LET US PAUSE IN LIFE'S PLEASURES AND COUNT ITS
MANY TEARS,
WHILE WE ALL SUP SORROW WITH THE POOR;
THERE'S A SONG THAT WILL LINGER FOREVER IN OUR EARS;
OH HARD TIMES COME AGAIN NO MORE.

CHORUS
TIS THE SONG, THE SIGH OF THE WEARY,
HARD TIMES, HARD TIMES, COME AGAIN NO MORE
MANY DAYS YOU HAVE LINGERED AROUND MY CABIN DOOR;
OH HARD TIMES COME AGAIN NO MORE.

WHILE WE SEEK MIRTH AND BEAUTY AND MUSIC LIGHT
AND GAY,
THERE ARE FRAIL FORMS FAINTING AT THE DOOR;
THOUGH THEIR VOICES ARE SILENT, THEIR PLEADING LOOKS
WILL SAY
OH HARD TIMES COME AGAIN NO MORE.

THERE'S A PALE DROOPING MAIDEN WHO TOILS HER
LIFE AWAY,
WITH A WORN HEART WHOSE BETTER DAYS ARE O'ER:
THOUGH HER VOICE WOULD BE MERRY,
'TIS SIGHING ALL THE DAY,
OH HARD TIMES COME AGAIN NO MORE.

TIS A SIGH THAT IS WAFTED ACROSS THE TROUBLED WAVE,
TIS A WAIL THAT IS HEARD UPON THE SHORE
TIS A DIRGE THAT IS MURMURED AROUND THE LOWLY GRAVE
OH HARD TIMES COME AGAIN NO MORE.

CHORUS
TIS THE SONG, THE SIGH OF THE WEARY,
HARD TIMES, HARD TIMES, COME AGAIN NO MORE
MANY DAYS YOU HAVE LINGERED AROUND MY CABIN DOOR;
OH HARD TIMES COME AGAIN NO MORE.

	



HARD TIMES
WITH THE SEMI-NAKED CHEF, OLIVER JAMIE

SYNOPSIS
Celebrity Semi-Naked Chef OLIVER JAMIE and his special guest Nigella Awesome give you the facts about saving money in hard times.


Semi-Naked Chef OLIVER JAMIE enters flamboyantly, wearing an apron and boxer shorts featuring the Union Jack. He stands behind the table.

OLIVER:		Hi guys, it’s me - the semi-naked chef, Oliver Jamie, where we strip food - and a few uvver fings - down to the bare essentials.

	We all know what it’s like when fings get really hard…if you know wot I mean.

	Like when we fall on hard times an’ vat - which is why I’ve developed my Cheap and Cheerful range of recipes. 

	Not many people realize that a lotta the warning signs we saw in the stock mark’it, the real estate mark’it and the supermark’it before the last Global Financial Crisis in two-fousand and eight are poppin’ up again - which is why I wrote me new book – Savin’ wiv Ollie. 

He holds up the book.

This is the result of massive research headed by me mate, Mr Tom Gradrind, about ‘ow can you make buckets o’ money from the Global Financial Crisis wiv money-savin'cook books.

No more pukka tukka, it’s shrewd food from now on. 

To quote Mr Gradgrind, “Facts, an’ facts alone are what are wanted in life. Plant nothing but facts and root out everyfing else!” 

	So, here’s a fact for ya to digest that will blow ya mind, guys.
 
· The average family meal of burgers at a takeaway can cost 18 to twenny pounds - an’ that soon adds up to a lotta money.
Wiv Savin' wiv Ollie, you can do it for less than a tenner! And that’s a fact. 
An’ 'ere’s anuvver fact:
You can make food that tastes amazin’ and doesn’t break the bank. 
It’s dead simple.

He brings out a charred corn cob.

Addressing a woman in the audience.

Now I’ll bet you’re wondering, darling, what on earf I’m gunna do wiv this that you ‘aven’t fort of before?
 
It’s hard to believe, but vegies like this can get overlooked…but we’re gonna do beau’ful fings wiv it, I promise.

He brings out the other cob.

I’m gonna show ya how to make griddled corn on the cob, dipped into lime-spiked mayo with grated cheese. A great li’l money-saver in hard times.
First, ya need to strip these babies.

He peels off the husks.

	These ‘ave been soaked in water and grilled to perfection. 

He reaches into the Esky for a large plastic bottle of mayonnaise in a squirt bottle.

	These sweeties are going in a lovely tangy mayonnaise.

He brings out a bowl of limes and places them on the chopping board. 

	Next, get your limes and have a little roll. 

He rolls the limes on the board with the palms of his hands: then cuts them in half.

	Lime juice – one-and-a-half.

He squeezes the limes with his palms, so the juice goes into the mayonnaise bottle – or not.  He then puts the lid on the mayonnaise bottle and shakes it vigorously.

	That should do it.

	Now ya need to get ya extra virgin to give that mayo some body.

He picks up the bottle of olive oil and pours some oil into the mayonnaise bottle.

He shakes it up, squirts a bit on his finger and tastes it.

	Perfick!

He brings out a big bag of shredded cheese from the Esky, shaking it onto a large plate and spreading it evenly.

We’re gunna create a li’l bed o’cheese…to coat the corn…but first we have to coat the corn in the beautiful  limey mayonnaise

He squirts the mayonnaise onto the corn or lathers it on.

He looks at the audience, spies a woman and coaxes her up.

	Fink I might need a hand here. How about you, luv?

C’mon – don’t be shy! Better give ya an apron. Don’t wanna spoil ya lovely frock. Dun’she look lovely, folks?

He gives her a silly apron to put on, then picks up the cobs and massages the mayonnaise into them, encouraging her to do the same. 

Come on, luv, don’t be afraid to get ya hands dirty. Feels good, doesn’t it?

As the she coats the corn he ad-libs as follows:

Fank you, darling…you’re doing a great job.

And now we’re gonna go for a roll in that cheese. 

They roll the mayonnaise-covered cobs in the bed of shredded cheese.

(Conspiratorially to the helper) This is li’l bit naugh’y and really really nice, in ‘it? 

He holds up the coated cob.

	These will go a long way, believe me.

By the way, guys, the recipe is available after the show and on my website. 

	But this one’s specially for you, darlin’…for being such a sport. 

He hands her the cob, with some tissues at the base with which to hold it.

	‘Ave a lick o’ that!

He indicates that she can go back to her seat.

	Fank you, darlin’. Give her a round of applause, guys.

He goes back to the table.

All right now you lovely meat-eatin’ people!  Chicken – the protein of choice.
He triumphantly brings a raw chicken (but that is actually fake) from the Esky and places it provocatively on the chopping board, a la Julia Child’s chicken video.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=T7dLXEc9tZM
Don’t bother with the breasts. For a quid more you can get the whole bird. Lovely, in‘she? Or if you’re a leg man…
He pulls the legs apart
‘Ere we ‘ave the beau-ful Miss Roaster. Look at her lovely pink skin.
But today I’m gunna show you how to turn her into a cheap tart - Chicken Supreme Tart, with a lovely creamy filling.
	But first I’m gonna bone her.
He puts chicken on chopping board and positions knife in centre.
Use the tip (of the knife) to go in between the breast and the leg. Hmmmm…..
	Once you’ve done that, just pop it out
He pulls off the leg.
	And that’s just very simply…
He holds it up.
	A gorgeous leg
He puts the leg down and puts the knife on the chicken again, pulling off the breasts and placing them on the chopping board.
	Now here’s where the fun begins.
He brings out the mortar and pestle.
You take some tarragon, and some salt and you take your mortar and pestle and crush it.
He crushes the herbs and sprinkles them on the breasts.
	And now we get into a bit of massage action.
He massages the salt into the breasts seductively.
	This is fantastic, guys, for any party, any family get-togevver.
Ad lib to a male audience member: 
You wanna have a go? You look like this is somefing you’d like to do.
He brings the audience member up to massage the breasts.
There you go…be gentle now. You’ve done this before, haven’t you?
	So, guys, this is what I’m saying about being clever. 
He regards the audience member, who is still massaging.
	Fank you, Sir…You can stop now…
He doesn’t stop.
	He’s keen in’ he? Okay, you can stop now.
He shows the audience member back to his seat and gives him small wrapped gift of some Jamie Oliver product.
	There ya go – a bit of a booby prize.
To the audience:
	A round of applause guys…
He cleans up as he talks.
Anovver tip I wanna give you guys is if you’re on a budget, and ya can’t afford a bird, get yourself some skirt. 
No question that your grandmuvver and grandfarver and your great great grandfarver for that matter…they were all into a bit of skirt durin’ hard times.
And to go with it, a green salad.
He rips open salad packet and drops it into a clear bowl with some olive oil.

	Not many people know this, but to be a good chef you need to be a 	bit of a tosser.

He tosses it grandly.  He looks around to crew member (may be implied).

	Whoops, I’m getting the wind-up here from the crew?
He checks his watch.
	How we going for time, guys?
	So, we’ll put these away, coz I’ve got a surprise for ya.
To audience member
	No…sorry darlin’, but I am leaving my apron on.
It’s a special guest. I promised I’d give her a plug. 
She’s got a fantastic new show called Nigella Sucks and you can catch it on the Asian Food channel.
Ladies and gentlemen, please put your ‘ands togevver for NIGELLA AWESOME!
NIGELLA enters wearing her dressing gown and sucking seductively on a spoon and moaning.
NIGELLA: 		Those cobs look absolutely tempting, Ollie. In fact, I could go one right now.
OLLIE: 	Be my guest, Nigella. 
He hands her one and she licks it seductively.
OLLIE: 	So, tell us about your melons, Nigella.
NIGELLA: 	With pleasure.
She brings out two huge melons from the basket – or from her top.
I picked these up in (name of local supermarket) this morning.
You can do so much more with juicy summer melons than just peel them.
My favourite is a melon smoothie, where you just get some ripe, firm melons and bung them in the blender with some thick creamy condensed milk and some ice cubes…hummmmm. Delicious!
And the fantastic thing about this is that you can freeze them for later if you feel like a midnight feast.
I can’t help thinking whatever the question is, juicy melons are always the answer. Here’s something I prepared earlier. 
She brings out a clear plastic bowl full of melon balls.
Now I’m going to muster every bit of restraint in my being…though you can imagine how much that is.
She brings out the cream squirter. It should make rude noises.
	I feel I need an ungainly squirt.
She starts covering the melons with cream.
	All of this needs to go into my bowl.
She squirts the cream over the balls and then slathers them with her fingers…
	I find this easiest to do by hand.
OLLIE: 	Don’t stop.
NIGELLA licks her fingers and pops a melon ball into her mouth. 
NIGELLA: 	I like to feel the juices flow.
Should I be embarrassed? I’m not…and that’s because I know what it’s going to taste like.
OLLIE: 	That looks brilliant.
She brings out a can of Coke and pours it liberally on the cream-covered melon balls.
NIGELLA: 	Yes, I like to add a bit of coke – for that extra kick. Easy peasy!
OLLIE: 		What about a sorbet? That’s my fave, with plump, red, juicy cherries.
NIGELLA: 	I prefer melons. But for a sorbet you really need to crush them.
She brings out a huge mallet.
I call this the Saatchi –after my ex. We had some hard times together. I got it at (local department store) yesterday. It’s great for crushing balls.
She starts smashing the melon balls in the bowl with manic aggression.
OLLIE: 	(Alarmed) Er...I think we’re getting the wind-up here, Nigella.
He wrestles the mallet from her.
	So, guys, don’t miss Nigella’s new show, Nigella Sucks.
NIGELLA: 		(Recovering herself and going into PR mode.) And my own money-saving recipes for when your hired help has racked up an outrageous amount of unauthorized credit card debt.
OLLIE: 	(Hissing.) Money-savin’s my territory, darlin'!

NIGELLA: 		(Oblivious.) I’ve got a super cheap recipe for bitter-sweet chocolate and beetroot cake. For when you’re short of chocolate…and love.

	Not many people know this, OLLIE, but beetroot is an aphrodisiac.

OLLIE: 	Really? 

NIGELLA: 		Yes, if you have one root you immediately crave another. And that’s a stutter-istical fact.

OLLIE: 		That’s what we’re into, Nigella - FACTS.  (Talking fast, to wind things up.)

With all this confusing info about nutrition we only want the facts - maffematical and sci-entific - which are susceptible by proof and demonstration. An’ the fact is, this is about cheap and cheesy food – dishes with balls!

As my mate, Mr Boundarby says, “No more turtle soup and venison– with a gold spoon.”
NIGELLA: 		(Distractedly licking her fingers). Sounds super! Speaking of turtles – or horses - what about shouting me a pint at the Pegasus Arms in Coketown? We can  make a night of it and kick along afterwards to (name of local bar)?
	I know a rather good drinking song for when you really need to drown your sorrows.
OLLIE: 	Let’s ‘ear it!
NIGELLA sings:
GOOD MALT MAKES GOOD BEER,
WALK IN, AND THEY’LL DRAW IT HERE;
GOOD WINE MAKES GOOD BRANDY,
GIVE US A CALL, AND YOU’LL FIND IT HANDY.
OLLIE: 	And on that note, we gotta go, guys.
	Fanks for being a brilliant audience!
An’ don’t forget, guys  Money Saving Meals, with Ollie. Shop smart, cook clever, waste less’ - Mondays on (local TV food channel) at 5pm. 
NIGELLA: 	And my new show…Nigella Sucks!
She dips a spoon in the melon mixture and sucks it seductively…
	Hmmmmmmm!
OLLIE: 	Nigella Awesome, everyone!

NIGELLA: 	I’m awesome. And this is Oliver Jamie…

The hold hands and bow to thunderous applause as the song

(Optional) A few bars from I CAN COOK, TOO, plays.

I CAN COOK, TOO
FROM ‘ON THE TOWN’, 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9_2IScUE718


OH, I CAN COOK, TOO, ON TOP OF THE REST,
MY SEAFOOD'S THE BEST IN THE TOWN.
AND I CAN COOK, TOO.
MY FISH CAN'T BE BEAT,
MY SUGAR'S THE SWEETEST AROUND.
I'M A MAN'S IDEAL OF A PERFECT MEAL
RIGHT DOWN TO THE DEMI-TASSE.
I'M A POT OF JOY FOR A HUNGRY BOY,
BABY, I'M COOKIN' WITH GAS.

The End
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